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As Cleopatra did of old outvie                                   25

Th' unnumbered dishes of her Antony,

When (he at th' empty board a wonderer)

Smiling she calls for pearl and vinegar,

First pledges him in 's breath,, then at one draught

Swallows three kingdoms off "To his best thought,"     30

Hear, 0 ye valiant writers, and subscribe;
(His force set by) y} are conquer'd by this bribe.
Though you hold out yourselves,, he doth commit
In this a sacred treason on your wit;
Although in poems desperately stout,                          35

Give up: this overture must buy you out.

Thus with some prodigal us'rer 't doth fare,
That keeps his gold still veiFd, his steel breast bare ;
That doth exclude his coffers all but 7s eye,
And his eye's idol the wing'd deity;                              40

That cannot lock his mines with half the art
As some rich beauty doth his wretched heart:
Wild at his real poverty, and so wise
To win her, turns himself into a prize.
First startles her with th' emerald Mad Lover,              45

The ruby Areas; lest she should recover
Her dazzled thought, a diamond he throws,
Splendid in all the bright Aspatia's woes;
Then, to sum up the abstract of his store,
He flings a rope of pearl of forty more.                         50

Ah see! the stagg'ring virtue faints! which he
Beholding, darts his wealth's epitome ;
And now, to consummate her wished fall,
Shows this one carbuncle, that darkens all.

TO DR. F. B. ON HIS BOOK OF CHESS

SIR, now unravell'd is the Golden Fleece:
Men that could only fool at fox-and-geese
Are new-made politicians by thy book,
And both can judge and conquer with a look.
The hidden fate of princes you unfold,
Court, clergy, commons by your law controll'd.
Strange serious wantoning: all that they
Bluster'd and clutter'd for, you play.